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One 


Author's Notes: 
Hmm.. this muse hasn't been around for a while, not sure if I'm happy to see him or not *g* 


The new ink stands out so clearly against my skin, my natural paleness seeming to strengthen it, give it more 
colour, more life. | know it's causing comment and questions amongst those who know me or rather claim to 


know me. 


My real friends haven't asked, they wouldn't. Josh raised an eyebrow and shook his head when he saw. That's 


all, | wouldn't have expected anything more. 
Nick just grinned that manic grin of his, enough to tell me he thought they looked good. 


Greg didn't even do that, just gave me the look that said ‘ahhh.. another Markism' when he noticed and went 
straight back to what he was doing. 


Duff on the other had took my hand traced the new artwork there with one of those talented fingers of his. 


Making the skin tremble, raising goose flesh, still after all these years able to make me quake. Looking up truly 
smiling, his words weighted with sincerity. 


"They're beautiful Mark." Before he dropped my hand, turning back to his bass and what we were working on 
See the old ink on my fingers and knuckles was my calling card, my passport in certain circles. It told my 
history, my life story. What | had done to get myself where | was - to myself and others. I'd stood by my 


tattoos so often that most ‘people’ didn't have to ask, they just knew. 


So my real friend don't ask they wait for me to tell, ‘cause they know that | wouldn't have added the extra 


work without reason. Without its own story to tell. 
And as for the others? Does it look like | give a fuck? 


~End~ 


